THE    MEMOIRS    OF
had scarcely reached safety when the cracking wall caved in,
bringing with it a large piece of the drain, which struck
Rashleigh on the head and knocked him senseless.
When he came to his senses,, he discovered with dismay
that he was lying In a considerable depth of water. He
groped and found his phosphorus bottle and his tapers.,
which luckily had not been buried,, and., having lit a taper,
he burrowed under the broken bricks until he recovered
his bag, in which he found his spirit flask unbroken. A
good pull at this revived him sufficiently to enable him
to investigate the ruins of his many hours of work. He
was elated to find that the collapsing walls had left a breach
through which he saw that there was some kind of a cellar
within. He cautiously enlarged the opening, gathered his
tools into his bag, and entered. A brief examination of the
place filled him with chagrin and despair. Packing cases,
old hampers, broken bottles and piles of straw was all
he found, and a strong smell of drugs. He realized, with
an empty feeling in the pit of his stomach, that he had
actually entered the basement of the house next to the bank,
which, he recollected, was occupied by a wholesale druggist*
He sat down fatigued and disheartened at the negation
of all his labour and danger, and took another pull at the
flask. The spirit put new heart into him, and he deter-
mined to try the other side of the drain so long as there
was time safely to stay in the sewer. It was only six o'clock
in the morning, and as it was Sunday, he had the whole
day for uninterrupted working.
This time he worked with more circumspection, and
after about two hours, by which time his hands were dread-
fully galled and blistered, he had made an opening large
enough to crawl through. A single glance in the light of
his taper assured him that he had made no second mistake*
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